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N/A 


| reach for his face. "Wipe that off," | say, about his eye make-up. "I want to see you." 

His head jerks away. "No way, man. You can see me. This is me, man" 

| want to see the real you," | say and | watch as he jumps to his feet and starts to pace. 

"This is the real me, man! Fuck! What do you want from me?!" 

"| just told you," | say, quietly, patiently. "| want to see you Not the performer, the persona. You." 


So what does he do? Draw his sunglasses, the big Ray-bans, from his breast pocket and slide them up his 
nose, blocking out half his face, chewing on the inside of his cheek like he does. 


| shake my head and try to laugh, though it's not convincing, I'm sure. I've never been a very good actor. He 


smirks and slips back into the chair across from me, seeming to fall into it, sinking in and away from me. 


He's always tried to get away from me, from as long as I've known him. First it was by closing his voice, not 


opening his mouth, avoiding my gaze. He's stopped doing that, so his methods of avoidance have gotten more 
deliberate, more obvious, and more childish. 


So | lean back in my own chair, out of things to say. He's been through Hell, we all know that. Homeless and 
rejected. He seems to be determined not to be put in that position again, so he does everything half-assed, a 
pre-rejection rejection Almost a ‘fuck you" thing. "Fuck you" if you don't like me. "Fuck you" if you don't think | 
can do it. "Fuck you" if my half-assed effort isn't good enough for you. 


| can't help it if that "Fuck you" is what keeps me coming back. 


He watches me, | know. He knows that I'm drawn to him. Part of me thinks he likes it. Of course, he thinks it 
gives him a leg up in the competition, which is where he's wrong. He'd not be above using how | feel about him. 
| know that; | can see that in him. The street kid's never too far from the surface. Half the time, that street 
kid is the one who's looking out at us through his eyes. 


| want to take him home. | want to bathe him, feed him. Then | want to strip him. Take off that eye crap. Rinse 
all the shit out of his hair. | want to see him. 


He will never let me do that. | know that. I'm not totally delusional. 
But | think about it. 
A lot. 


| imagine what itd be like to let him into my house. My home. Watch him prowl around. Watch him touch the 
guitars, the pictures on the wall. Watch him look at me out of the corner of his eye as he staked out his 


space, marked his territory in my home. 
And this is where the fantasy really starts. 


Then he'd turn to me and spread his arms out in silent invitation. I'd step into his space and start to dismantle 
him. The jewelry would go first. Then the jacket he'd be wearing, even though it's warm outside. Just the skin 
on his arms would have me aching to touch him. So I'd run my fingers up them and maybe he'd shiver. I'd take 
his hand and lead him back to the bathroom and I'd wet a washcloth and wipe the make-up off his face. Then 
I'd run my fingers through his hair and mess up that perfect disorder he works so hard to create. He'd let me 


do this. 
Like | said, it's a fantasy. 


Then I'd lead him to the bedroom and sit him on the end of the bed. I'd kneel and take off his shoes, those 
black Converse sneakers. | know it's stupid, but | imagine his socks to have holes and I'd peel those off, too. 


Running my finger under the sole of his foot, I'd find out he's ticklish and we'd both smile, mine more sincere 


than his. 


And as | knelt there, I'd hold his ankles. He'd bite his lip and fidget. | know part of him would want to run. | know 
he'd be scared, vulnerable. So I'd lean up toward him, bracing myself on his knees and I'd jut my chin at him. 
His eyes-those big brown eyes, would widen, but he'd kiss me. And after only a moment, it'd heat up. He's done 
this before; I'd be able to tell. Did he do it for money? Food? But I'd like to think that this time would be 
different. That he'd really want to kiss me. 


And I'd draw his t-shirt up over his head and away, his arms coming up like they might have been when he 
was little and his mom was undressing him to put him in his pajamas. And I'd bend down and kiss his chest, 
those big round nipples, tonguing them until they got hard and he might even moan a little bit. 


Finally, then, I'd let my hand slide up his leg and I'd feel it. His cock would be hard between his legs and he 


might even whimper between his teeth some when | touched him, stroking him through his jeans. 


So, I'd push him back, flat on the bed, and I'd climb up his body, kissing his neck, his chin, and those lips again 
And his kiss would be biting and almost rough, demanding more of me than I've already given and I'd give it. 
He'd roll me onto my back and straddle me, grinding his hips against mine, his head cocked to the side as he 
gauged my reaction Gauged how he makes me feel. I'd bite my lip and hold his hips so he couldn't get away. 
Eventually, he'd push my t-shirt up my chest and latch on to one and then the other nipple. 


I'd shudder hard, like | do now, though | contain it because | know he's watching me behind those shades. 


He'd have a good mouth, of course he would. He'd know what to do. And I'd feel him wriggle down my body and 
I'd feel his breath on my belly right over my waistband and I'd not be able to help it; I'd arch into it and I'd 


hear him laugh-a sound filled with power. 


But then I'd feel the button fly snap open and my heart would pound even harder and his hot breath would 


move closer and I'd feel the zipper slide down. 


And the next time I'd feel his breath would be when it brushes over my cock and it's followed by his mouth, 
which is hot and wet and makes me growl and gnash my teeth. Which would make him laugh again, the 


vibrations getting me to the core. 
He'd have no gag reflex. 


He'd be able to take me down his throat and what I'd have to keep from doing is moving and thrusting. But it'd 
be good enough that I'd tug him up and shake my head, saying "not yet." And he'd grin at me and let me push 
him back against the bed. I'd undo his belt and his fly and stand, letting my jeans fall to the floor, stepping out 
of them as | pulled his off his legs. He'd obediently lift up to make it easier and there he'd be. Naked as the 
day he was born. There'd be some hairs, not many, around his cock. They'd be black His cock, thin and uncut, 
would be lying heavy against his belly and I'd reach down and touch it and he'd gasp and it would twitch, for 


me. 


So I'd kneel again and take it. Pulling the foreskin back, I'd lick around the head, sucking and pulling on it with my 
lips. The taste would be sharp, musky and he'd not make a sound. 


When | looked up again, I'd see that he'd been watching the whole time, a slight smirk on his lips. But then he'd 
lick them and I'd move and kiss them again and urge his legs around my waist and I'd move my hips and our 


cocks would rub together as I'd feel his ankles lock and it would make me want to growl even more. 

"Do it," he'd say. "Do it, man" And I'd reach up under my pillow-the one under his head-- and pull out the lube 
and a condom and I'd lean back onto my knees, throwing the packet on his chest, arching my eyebrow. And he'd 
pick it up, rip it open and roll the latex on my cock, which would have me hissing. Then I'd get the lube and slick 
a finger and, as he fell back on the bed, I'd reach down between his legs and finger at his hole and watch his 
eyes close. And I'd feel that tightness as | worked to loosen him and even when | find his sweet spot and brush 
over it, he wouldn't give me anything that he hasn't already. Maybe a shiver. That's it. But then | lean forward 
and | take him. | claim him. | sink into him and maybe he groans. His legs would be tight around my hips but 


he'd be looking over my shoulder, looking away, if his eyes were open at all. 


And I'd let my need to get something from him lead me to move hard. Push hard, my hips snapping against his, 
rocking the headboard against the wall. 


But no matter how much | give, | wouldn't feel his arms around me. He'd hold onto the blankets, his eyes 


closed 
So I'd pound and | pound. And I'd come, my whole body shuddering 

When I'd open my eyes he'd be watching me, and he'd be smirking 

Even though Id be panting, my heart pounding, I'd ask, "Do you want to come?" 

And he'd shrug 

So I'd stroke him. He'd arch, against his will, and come, splattering over his belly and his chest 

And just as I'd move to kiss him, he'd roll away and up to his feet in one fluid motion and be on his feet and 
heading to the bathroom, his hips swaying in that way they do. Even though he'd be naked, it was like he was 
wrapped in a cocoon of himself. ld hear the water run as | rolled to my back 

That's my fantasy. And even then | can't get him to really let me in 


| hadn't realized that my eyes had closed. 


| open them and his head's back, resting against the back of his chair. He's been watching me this whole time. | 
can't see his eyes, but | know that. He's got that smirk on his face as if he could see into my head. 


So this would be where, in a perfect world, he slides forward and onto my lap. 
He slides forward, but only to get to his feet and sidle by my chair and out the door. 


Too slow, after he's passed, | reach out for him, grabbing only air. 


